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been to me a father; who took me up an infant and an orphan,
reared me with tenderest care, and still indulged me with most
paternal fondness? Yet here I stand avowed his destined
murderer—I stiffen with horror at my own impiety. 'Tis yet
unperformed—what if I quit my bloody purpose, and fly the
place? [Going> then stops.] But whither, oh, whither shall I
fly? My master's once friendly doors are ever shut against me;
and without money Millwood will never see me more; and
life is not to be endured without her. She's got such firm
possession of my heart and governs there with such despotic
sway.—Ay, there's the cause of all my sin and sorrow: 'tis
more than love; 'tis the fever of the soul and madness of desire.
In vain does nature, reason, conscience, ah1 oppose it; the
impetuous passion bears down all before it, and drives me on
to lust, to theft, and murder. Oh, conscience! feeble guide to
virtue! who only shows us when we go astray, but wants the
power to stop us in our course!—Ha! in yonder shady walk I
' see my uncle. He's alone. Now for my disguise. [Plucks out
a visor.] This is his hour of private meditation. Thus daily he
prepares his soul for Heaven; whilst I—But what have I to do
with Heaven? Ha! no struggles, conscience—
Hence, hence, remorse, and ev'ry thought that's good:
The storm that lust began must end in blood.
[Puts on the visor, draws a pistol (and exit).
SCENE II. A dose walk in a Wood
UNCLE
uncle. If I were superstitious, I should fear some danger lurked
unseen, or death were nigh. A heavy melancholy clouds my
spirits. My imagination is filled with ghastly forms of dreary
graves, and bodies changed by death; when the pale lengthened
visage attracts each weeping eye, and fills the musing soul at
once with grief and horror, pity and aversion.—I will indulge
the thought. The wise man prepares himself for death by
making it familiar to his mind. When strong reflections hold

